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smallpox. Notwithstanding this, I went with my com-
pany, the next day, hiring a bark to carry us over the
lake; and indeed, sick as I was, the weather was so serene
and. bright, the water so calm, and air so temperate, that
never had travelers a sweeter passage. Thus, we sailed
the whole length of the lake, about thirty miles, the
countries bordering on it (Savoy and Berne) affording one
of the most delightful prospects in the world, the Alps
covered with snow, though at a great distance, yet show-
ing* their aspiring tops. Through this lake, the river
Rhodanus passes with that velocity as not to mingle with
its exceeding deep waters, which are very clear, and breed
the most celebrated trout for largeness and goodness of
any in Europe. I have ordinarily seen one of three feet
in length sold in the market for a small price, and such
we had in the lodging where we abode, which was at the
White Cross. All this while, I held up tolerably; and the
next morning having a letter for Signor John Diodati,
the famous Italian minister and translator of the Holy
Bible into that language, I went to his house, and had a
great deal of discourse with that learned person. He told
me he had been in England, driven by tempest into Deal,
wliile sailing for Holland, that he had seen London, and
was exceedingly taken with the civilities he received. He
so much approved of our Church-government by Bishops,
that he told me the French Protestants would make no
scruple to submit to it and all its pomp, had they a king of
tlie Reformed religion as we had. He exceedingly deplored
the difference now between his Majesty and the Parliament.
A.f ter dinner, came one Monsieur Saladine, with his little
pupil, the Earl of Caernarvon, to visit us, offering to carry
us .to the principal places of the town; but, being now no
more able to hold up my head, I was constrained to keep
my chamber, imagining that my very eyes would have
dropped out; and this night I felt such a stinging about
me, that I could not sleep. In the morning, I was very
ill, but sending for a doctor, he persuaded me to be
"bled. He was a very learned old man, and, as he said,
lae had been physician to Gustavus the Great, King of
Sweden, when he passed this way into Italy, under the
name of Monsieur Gars, the initial letters of Gustavus
Adolphus Rex, Sueciae, and of our famous Duke of Buck-
ingham, on his returning out of Italy. He afterwardbservers  of  all
